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Where, where shall I lay my sainted dead ? 

The solemn pall is above him spread, 

And the slow hearse waits, to bear away 
The loved companion of life’s young day. 

0, lay him not ’neath the weedy sod, 

That by every straying hind is trod ; 

Where the noon-day sun burns the hill-top Imre, 

In yon place of the dead—0, no; not there ! 

Oh where shall this cherished form be laid ? 

Hand in hand through childhood’s bowers we sii’ayed ; 

We woke the same song at close of day ; 

Round the same hearth-stone we knelt to pray ; 

The same fond care our infancy blessed ; 

On one soft pillow we sunk to rest ; 

And even in death, one spot wc would share ! 

Of quiet and beauty—but, oh, not there ! 

This is my all —death’s shadow has fell 
On the fair germ, I have loved too well : 

The light of that glorious eye is dim. 

And rigid each finely moulded limb ; 

The pure lip stiffened, while yet it smiled 
On her who prayed o’er her only child ! 

Where the young birds sing, and the flowers are fair, 

Lay my lost darling—but lay him not there. 











A |)(iren<—here—0 fearfully chill 

Are those shelt’ring arms—^the heart is still, 

That throbbed, but late, with the fervid glow 
A parent’s bosom can only know. 

Give me a place by no rude foot pressed. 

Where this sacred dust may find its rest ; 

Where unchecked the soul may pour its prayer 
To the orphan’s God—yet not—0, not there ! 

Then there came a voice with “peace, be still” f 
To those troubled hearts—“ yon naked hill. 

Where tall rank grasses and weeds, now wave 
O’er the moss-grown stone and new made grave ; 
IVhere at night, the beams of the cold wan moon. 
And scorching rays of the sun, at noon, 

Unbroken come—no enclosure secures 
From each foot-step profane —that spot is yours. 

“ There your sires are laid ; there still lay your dead 
And the hands they loved shall deck the bed. 

Prom fields where erst they were wont to stray ; 
Each loved garden bower, or woodland way ; 

Ye may bring the choicest flowers that bloom. 

With their hues of light, and sweet perfume ; 

And the forest’s shadowy trees, shall wave 
O’er each marble shaft, or turfy grave. 




And there the earliest birds shall sing, 

On the earliest breath of the budding spring ; 

And the first clear light of morning skies, 

On the sleepers’ dewy beds shall rise ; 

While the glance that speaks day’s deep farewell. 

Shall lingering long, on that summit dwell : 

And the holiest, loveliest spot ye tread. 

Shall be yon hill of the cherished dead.”— 

Yes, noble donor! generous one ! 

Our solemn duty is now begun. 

We’ve planted the spruce’s shadowy cones. 

Where the Past is marked by falling stones : 

And the tasselled larch, and fir-tree, too. 

Wave side by side with willow and yew : 

Where all was dreary, rise flower and tree— 

Thanks, generous giver ! all thanks to thee. 

And now kind friends, here, to you we turn— 

AVho have sorrowing bent o’er affection’s urn ; 

Who have gone at eve, o’er some grave to weep. 
Where the wild-flowers bloom, and the wild-vines creep 
Ye who have e’re felt ; ye who can feel 
The mourner’s want—to you we appeal : 

Have ye loved ones sleeping—would ye sleep there ? 
Then turn not away from the Ladies’ Pair 1 
fliogham, Augast, 1813. 




